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waters and dream yourself into the fourteenth
century with master works of classic civilisation
all about you, and on every hand, too, examples
of the modern spirit and its wonder-working
magic.

Here at the Frejus you will find a Roman am-
phitheater and there the remains of a Roman villa
dating from the first Caesars, and while you watch
the little green lizards darting about the ruined
walls, and crush the myrtle and rosemary under
your footsteps, you are disturbed by the whirr of
an airplane and are fain to follow an aviator a
thousand feet above you in his flight towards the
Italian frontier.

Wonderful as it is, the journey across space
has never seemed to me so enthralling as the flight
across time. Who can travel from Paris south'
ward without remembering that in the first
couple of hours he will pass through Chartres,
with its great cathedral kneeling in its robe of
stone?

Who can help thinking of the many pious souls
who took the stubborn rock and transformed it
into a prayer which moves us six hundred years
afterwards as it moved those who first fashioned
it? And the artists are just as living for us as the
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